A POETRY READER

the other day :

I was riding in a suburban train
A woman was seated in front of me
Buried in a daintily bound little volume*
Bold-coloured, warrior-like Was her raiment
Her hair fashionably dressed
On  her  thin   white   wrists   dangled four bangles-

of gold
Her form was marvellous, it was a pleasure to  look:

at her.

She would have charmed kings

Owned palatial buildings

Driven in a silk-curtained Rolls-Royce ,.*

I could not see her face

I knew not whence came she

Or what her name was.

I only saw my name on the back of her book.
Maybe she will meet me again-
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